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with Ludmilla's tall straight black figure in the middle
of it
A tremor passed over Yegor's whole body. He raised
his hand to his chest.
4'What is it?" cried Ludmilla, running over to him.
He looked at the mother with fixed eyes which now
seemed large and strangely bright.
Opening his mouth wide, he raised his head and
reached out with his hand. The mother took it and looked
into his fece, not daring to breathe. With a strong convul-
sive movement he threw back his head and said in a loud
voice:
"I can't! It's all over!"
His body gave a light shudder, his head fell limply
on his shoulder, and the cold light of the lamp over the
bed was lifelessly reflected in his wide-open eyes.
"Oh, my dear!" whispered the mother.
Ludmilla walked slowly over to the window and stood
looking out.
"He's dead!" she cried suddenly in startlingly loud
tones. She leaned over and put her elbows on the window-
sill and then, as though someone had suddenly struck her
on the head, she sank moaning to her knees, her hands
over her face.
Having crossed Yegor's heavy hands on his chest and
straightened his head on the pillow, the mother wiped
away her tears and went over to Ludmilla. She bent down
and gently stroked her heavy hair. Ludmilla raised her
head slowly, and looked at her with dull, dilated eyes, and
got up.
"We lived together in exile," she whispered tremu-
lously. "We went out there together and served our sen-
tences— Sometimes it was horrid ,.. simply unbearable.
Many people lost heart *.."
She was seized by a fit of loud, dry sobbing which she
suppressed by an effort of will. She drew closer to the
mother, her face full of a sad tenderness that made her
look younger.

